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With ash-spears and edges, in such wise that not

ever

Under the sky's run of my foemen I reckoned.
What! to me in my land came a shifting of that,
Came grief after game, sithence Grendel befell,
My foeman of old, mine ingoer soothly.
I from that onfall bore ever unceasing
Mickle  mood-care;   herefor  be  thanks  to   the

Maker,

To the Lord everlasting, that in life I abided,
Yea, that I on that head all sword-gory there,   mo
Now the old strife is over, with eyen should stare.
Go fare thou to settle, the feast-joyance dree thou,
O   war-worshipp'd!   unto   us   twain   yet   there

will be
Mickle treasure in  common  when come is the

morning.
Glad of mood then the Geat was, and speedy

he gat him

To go see the settle, as the sage one commanded.
Then was after as erst, that they of the might-
fame,

The floor-sitters, fairly the feasting bedight them
All newly.    The helm of the night loured over
Dark   over   the    host-men.      Uprose   all   the

doughty,                                                          1790

For he, the hoar-blended, would wend to his bed,